it with my sleeve. At last I reached this house. I had
gone there to see the old schoolmaster, who received
me wearing a flat sailor's cap. He polished his spec-
tacles for a long while before saying anything, puffing
and blowing like an old seal. I went into his study,
with its coronal of flies. He grumblingly pushed aside
the plate and the glass which were standing beside
the exercises, our exercises, which he was correcting.

"What d'you want, Fran9ois? Ah yes, I kept you
in, didn't I, and you were to come here this morning
to take your punishment?"

"I don't want to be kept in, monsieur."

"But you made a lot of mistakes."

"I don't want to be kept in ... because of papa."

"Why? Your father must know about it. A punish-
ment can never be kept secret. I can't let you off: it
wouldn't be fair. What would the other boys say?
You have been punished . . . but what have you got
there in the pocket of your smock? . . . what is it?"

I fished out a live bird which I held out to the
schoolmaster.

"I know that you are fond of birds."

"Are you trying to bribe me?"

"No: it's a bird out of a cage."

"I see: so, to make matters worse, you stole it?"

I said nothing: I was feeling thoroughly ashamed.

"Go at once and put that bird back in its cage."

"But you said, sir, that birds ought to be allowed
to fly in freedom."

"So I did: but I did not tell you to steal."

"I didn't steal: I only wanted to give it its freedom."

The old schoolmaster gave a grunt.
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